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A Mad Musician's Christmas 

With his phone clamped to his ear, David glared at the note that was propped against the kettle. 

Gone out. Taken Stevie. Back later. Love youl Dx 

Unsurprisingly, the phone wasn't answered, Sighing, David hung up, rolled his eyes and proceeded to make 


himself a coffee. At least it would be a quiet and uneventful day. At least he wouldn't have to pull Dave and 
Stevie apart. 


"Why do we have to ride the subway?" he hissed. 
Stevie sat beside him, her nose pushed into the collar of her heavy, faux-fur lined coat. A hat was pulled down 
over her head and her hands were wrapped in gloves. Above ground, it was well below zero with ice on the 


ground and the threat of snow hanging ever present over London. 


She lifted her eyes to him. "Do you want to drive into London ten days before Christmas?" 


"Yes!" 
"Do you want to find somewhere to park?" 
"Yes!" 


"In that case, go back and get the car. I'll get David's gift for you and get home while you're still sitting in 
gridlock and then spend five hours hunting around for central London's none existent parking spaces. And for 


the record, this isn't a subway.’ 
"Yes, it is. Trains running on tracks underground is a subway." 


"In the States, yes. Over here, no. A subway over here is a walkway under a road. For people, not trains," 


Stevie said as she stood. "We invented it, we name it. And it isn't a subway." 


The train began to slow and the electronic voice announced that they were approaching Oxford Circus. Pulling 


his beanie down over his head, Dave stuck his nose back into his jacket and followed Stevie. 


A cold wind whipped down Oxford Street and Dave whined. With his hands stuffed in his pockets, he peered 
over the collar of his coat and surveyed the shops. They were all made up with decorations and generic looking 


products. Nothing was really catching his eye and whatever gadgets were on offer, David already had. 


Not that Dave had a lot of money to spend. Whatever he'd had back in the States was probably gone, their 
bank accounts wiped clean when the government fully took over. Thankfully, Dave didn't have expensive tastes 
and he was glad that David would probably be happy with a bunch of new cookie cutters. On arriving in the UK, 
he holed up in Stevie's subterranean studio. When he realised he needed money, he'd gone to work for her. 
Before he'd known what had happened, Dave was well on his way to becoming a fully qualified Boeing technician 
At least it kept him out of both David and Stevie's hair. The latter still wasn't used to his boisterousness and 
had taken to throwing things at him. It had started with pens and staplers and had ended when David 
intervened between Stevie, Dave, and an argument with an engine. Something about it being "dumped on that 


asshole's head. David! Make him leave me alone". 

Speaking of which.. Stevie had trotted away, weaving in and out of tourists and shoppers alike. 
"Stevie! Wait for me." 

She stopped and looked at him, allowing him to catch up before she carried on. 


"So what are you getting David?" she asked. 


"Don't know. What did you get him." 
"A holiday from you," she replied without missing a beat. 


"Haha very funny.” Dave paused, a thought forming in his mind. "He doesn't want a vacation from me, does 
he?" 


Stevie just looked at him before stopping in front of a shop. She waved a hand at it. "How about in here?" 


Dave remembered the shop from an earlier shopping spree. He'd stocked up on toys and games for the girls. 
Or rather, he'd bought them one each and said that would be enough. He still had his ex-wife to buy for, 
David, the rest of the guys in the band. And Stevie. He'd possibly buy her a gift. Or just give her a day off 
from having the shit annoyed out of her. 


The decorated windows pulled Dave closer and he stood, head cocked to one side and eyes wide as he watched 
the toys and decorations. Christmas music played from the open doors and, behind them, he knew that the bus 
stop was made of Lego. 


"No," he said. "I don't think there's anything in there that David would want." 


They went to the Apple store, a cooking shop, and somewhere that sold random pieces of crap. Finally, as dusk 


was beginning to take over, Dave sighed. 
"Can't find anything," he moaned. 


He was tired and his feet ached. The cold wind and the threat of snow were getting to him. He'd forgotten 
what it was like to live in colder climates and it was getting into his joints. Suddenly Dave felt... old. Old and 
weary, beaten down by the current hand life had dealt him. He was dealing with Sony's British office. They 
were trying to get something together to enable the Foo Fighters to keep going. People still wanted to see them 
play and their records were still selling. It was just getting hold of the royalties that were killing them. But 
they'd turn up at some point. Until then, he'd keep dragging his ass out of bed and going over to the airport. 
Truth be told, he was enjoying the simpler life. Was enjoying doing something useful with his hands other than 
playing guitar or drums. Was proud of the work he was doing. He loved the way Stevie beamed whenever he 
did something right. He felt a warmth spread through him whenever he watched one of the planes, one that 
he'd worked on, take off. He'd done that. He'd fixed it so it could take to the skies once more. 


"What about a Starbucks gift set?" Stevie asked. 


"He already has a bunch of Starbucks stuff," Dave pouted. "| used to spend shit loads of money on him and 
revel in him yelling at me for it. Now | don't have shit loads of money to spend and | don't know what to get" 


Looking around himself, Dave spied something. Trotting along the wide street, he turned a corner and beamed. 


"Stevie! What about MMs?! Do you think he'd want MMs?!" 

The short woman caught up with him and looked at the brightly lit arcade. It was filled with coloured lights and 
all the chocolate-influenced memorabilia he could ever want. Some cheesy music, possibly influenced by 
Christmas, was playing from the wide open doors. Adults and children alike entered and left. Most carried large 
bags filled with goodies. 

"Are they for you or David?" Stevie asked. 

Dave paused and looked at her with wide eyes. Her expression was as blank as it usually was. 

"David." he softly answered. 

"I've never seen David eat an M€M. He prefers cookies." 


"He can put them in cookies!" 


Stevie sighed. "Dave. You're not buying a shit ton of MMs just so David will bake them into cookies for you. 
Get him a proper gift" 


"But what?!" 

"| don't know!" 

Dave grinned. He loved it when he finally broke past her barriers and made her react. Whether it was laughter 
or frustration, he liked seeing something other than that perpetual look of disinterest. The only time her 
expression changed to excitement was when she got to take to the air. Stevie truly was one of those people 
who didn't belong on the ground. 

She nodded to a store across the road. "Come on, let's go grab a coffee." 

Stevie didn't wait for him, instead trotting off. 

"You need to get a dick in youl" he called after her. 

Once on the other side of the road, Stevie stopped and gave him a shit eating grin. 

"| did" she called back. "Last night! With your drummer!" 

She stuck her tongue out, flipped him the bird and then stepped into the shop. Huffing, Dave followed her. 


Taylor was fucking her? Or was she teasing him? There would be questions. But who was he to question the 
boss? 


Through the steamed up coffee house window, Dave watched the world go by. The tiny shop was busy but 
neither of them cared. A few people had stopped to ask for his autograph and he'd willingly given it. Stevie sat 
across from him, one hand curled around a mug as she used the other to scroll through her phone. 


"What do | get him?" Dave whined. 


They'd spent the best part of the day trudging around London and he was feeling distinctly uninspired. Nothing 
appealed to him. Besides, how did you buy for the man who now had everything? 


Putting her phone away, Stevie sighed and looked up at him. "I have an idea 
"You do?" 


She grinned and leaned across the table, indicating that he should lean closer. What she whispered to him made 
his eyes go wide. 


"STEVIE!" 

Her wicked grin was still in place. "So?" 

"You can do that?!" 

"Certified to do it" 

‘It's perfect!" Leaning across the table, he grabbed her head and squeezed. "Thank you!" 


He heard her mutter something before she wriggled free. She glared at him before taking another drink of 


coffee. 


"| could take it all away," she said. "But it's Christmas and I'm feeling generous. Drink up and let's go and see 


the lights." 


It felt as though a weight had been lifted from his shoulders as they walked beneath the bright and bold 
Christmas decorations of Oxford Street. He laughed and clapped, his head back as he gazed at the twinkling 
lights. There were street performers and people handing out free food and drink. Musicians played and carollers 
sang. At one point, he danced along the street, Stevie in his arms. For once, she didn't resist, laughing as she 
indulged him in his stupidity. Maybe she was coming around to him. 


It was starting to feel a lot like Christmas.. 


"DAVIDII!" 


He was crashed out on the couch when his phone rang. He'd had a hot date with a pizza, the BBC, and the cat. 
DefCon was asleep beside him, having helped David to finish off the pizza. 


Then his phone had rung and the perfect evening had been broken. 
"What?!" he demanded. 

"My GPS has gone to sleep! | don't know where | am!" 

Scowling, he muted the TV. "You've got your phone. Use that" 


"Not that one. The other one! She's gone to sleep and | don't know how to get back to the house. David! We're 


on public transport!" 
"And that's fine. It's cheaper and easier." 
"David! She's worth half a billion pounds! Why can't she have a driver?!" 


David sighed and flopped back onto the couch. "We're not discussing that right now. Stop being a brat and tell 


me where you are? What do you see?" 


He listened as Dave described his surroundings. Pulling out the central London map, David flicked through the 
well-worn pages. Listening to Dave's descriptions, David was able to work out exactly where the younger man 


was. 
"Dave, how can you NOT know what Trafalgar Square looks like?!" 
There was a pause before his boyfriend responded, "Because I've never lived in London before?!" 


Sighing, David shook his head before issuing instructions. There was a Tube station nearby. Two changes, three 
trains, and forty minutes later and David heard a key in the front door. Voices, a very loud male one and a 
slightly weary female one followed it. He watched as Stevie wandered through, her shoulders slumped as she 
left a trail of thick winter clothing. Dave followed, kicking his boots into a corner before slumping on the couch 
beside David. He purred and nuzzled David's neck, arms winding around the older man. Grinning, David shrugged 


him off. 


"So?" he asked. 


Those big, puppy dog eyes looked at him. "So what?" 

"Did you get my Christmas gift? | don't see any bags’ 

Dave fumbled in his pocket and produced a wrinkled, half eaten packet of MMs. "Do these count?" 

'So you're telling me that you spent all day in the city and you came back with nothing” 

"No, not entirely nothing. We saw the Christmas lights and displays. We went to the Christmas market. We 
drank some awesome Christmas coffee. I've got to take you to that place! Its near Leicester Square. We 


listened to Christmas music and danced down Oxford Street. Oh, and it's starting to snow." 


"It is?" Getting to his feet, David pulled the curtains open and looked out. A smile broke his face as he watched 
snowflakes twirling beneath the bright orange streetlight. "So it is. | wonder if itll settle?" 


"IFs definitely cold enough for it. We'll be having a white Christmas!" 


David chuckled. "Yeah, that's going to make Stevie the happiest person ever. Snow and planes.. Ah, I'm looking 
forward to the morning!" he finished with a laugh. "She's going to be cranky if there's snow on the ground" 


"Crankier than normal? And is this the last flight before Christmas?" Dave asked. 
‘Most definitely is. One last drop off in Bulgaria and we're done for the year." 


David turned away from the window and dropped back on to the couch. Winding his arms around Dave's neck, 
he kissed the younger man's cheek. 


"So what did you get me for Christmas?" he asked. 
"That would be telling.” 
"Come on, Dave. You're the worst person at keeping secrets." 


"And I'm keeping this one!" Dave protested. "Please, Christmas is only ten days away. Please let me keep this 


one. 


David grinned and ruffled the younger man's hair. "Okay, I'll let you do that.” 


Six Months Later 


Standing on the gantry, David looked at the massive aircraft. Two of their aircraft had been written off in 


their return from the States and the one he was looking at was a replacement. His eyes drifted to the tail 
where the familiar registration had been recycled. 


G-ROHL 


There was no was Stevie was going to let that go and it warmed David to think that she was willing to hold on 
to some parts of her past. 


Christmas had indeed been a white one. The final flight of the year had passed with little incident. Stevie had 
even allowed Dave to go with her, something he'd been begging to do ever since they'd skidded along the 
runway on that original, fateful night. To David, it seemed as though the bond between Dave and Stevie was 
finally there. Ever since he'd taken to working for her, David had wondered how she'd get on with someone who 
always wanted not just his attention, but hers as well. 

He heard feet rattle the metal walkway and he turned to find Dave behind him. 

"Ready for some zero gravity sex?" David asked. 

"You know we only get like thirty seconds of weightlessness at a time, right?" 


Sighing, David rolled his eyes. "No, Dave, | didn't know that. I'm just the guy that books these flights..." 


He got a slam on the ass for that and, with a grin on his face, David made his way to the plane. Stevie was 
leaning against the open door. She smiled as they approached. 


"Ready?" she asked. 


"Hell yeah," David replied. "I'm ready for the ride of my life." 


